be happy in a most perfect and indescribable way. If
Uncle Mitsuro showed one something, one could see it;
but when Malee showed it one could feel it, one could
become very tiny and creep inside everything, and then
again become as krge and strong as a fir-tree, so that one
got quite close to heaven if one stretched out one's arms—
just like a fairy story. Malee taught one to climb and to
swim in the mountain stream and to run races and to
sing in a hoarse boy's voice, and to know animals, flowers
and trees, not only by their two names, but as friends :
so that one knew exactly how they looked, what they
liked, and how they lived. And then Malee taught one
how to be quiet. One learnt how to lie in a meadow and
be silent and to think a little and watch the clouds. And
then one learnt not to be afraid, not to be afraid of the
dark or of thunderstorms, or of any animal or person,
not even of the Professor. And one learnt to fall down
without having to cry and not to make a fuss about dam-
aged knees or bumped heads : for Malee did not like
cry-baby children. And so, guided by Malee, one grew
up into an upright, clear-eyed little person, without ever
realising it.
So much for the human beings that composed TintLa*s
world; but they were only a fraction of it, and a great
deal could be told of the animals, the plants, the things.
4Of the wind and its voice, of the faces on the wall, which
were so alive, although, according to Uncle Mitsuro,
they were only made by saltpetre formations. Of the
smell of the house, of the steps in the staircase and their
names, of the weathercock and the fountain. The acacia
has already been mentioned, that covered itself in the
spring with such a wealth of blossom and gave forth such
a scent that Malee would get up in the middle of the night
and stand for hours at the window looking out as though
she were hungry for something. And then the copper-

